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DUI 


Author's Notes: 
Well, this is the first chapter of a multichaptered fic. | rushed to get it published on halloween, so sorry for 
lack of content. | hope it at least hooks you enough to keep reading. | promise it gets better. 


| shouldn't be driving. 


| should've called a cab, had one of the guys pick up my car in the morning. But | hadn't. Nope. Instead, here | 
was, hands closed around the wheel of my favorite car, praying to a god | didn't even believe in that | would 


make it home in one piece. 
| shouldn't be driving. 


How many beers? | had lost count. And | was pretty sure | had finished off the bottle of whiskey. | had gone 
to the bar alone, which | never fucking do, but all of my friends were busy or out of town. Couldn't | have just 
staid in? Ha. Even in my drunken haze, | had enough logic to know the answer: | could've. But | didn't. It seemed 


to be a running theme with me tonight. Too late now. 


The road blended into the night sky seamlessly, the narrow path illuminated by my headlights offering little 
idea as to which side of the road | was even on. Luckily, at this time of night in Finland there weren't too many 
other cars on the road. | was more likely to wrap myself around a tree than someone else. Shit. That's right, 


Alexi, keep pep-talking yourself... 


| probably only had a mile until | got back to the house. | could make it a mile. Hell, I'd made it this far! Uggh. 
Being drunk was supposed to be fucking enjoyable. Unfortunately, as it turns out, it magnifies happiness AND 
anxiety. Guess which one | was feeling now. | blinked, squeezing my eyes to try to clear my vision a bit. | had 
just opened them when- 


"SHIT!" | shouted in surprise at the sickening thud. | felt the impact, the back of my head hitting the seat 
harshly. What the fuck was that? | skidded to a halt on the side of the road, aiming as carefully as | could in 


my panic. | racked my memory. Had | seen anything? It was so dark.. 


| swung open my car door, ready for the worst. Please, PLEASE not a person. Tell me | didn't just kill someone. | 
listened for sounds of pain. All | heard was the silence of the night. | was terrified My stomach tingled in 
nervous apprehension as | got out of the car. My knees wobbled, because apparently smashing into something 
wasn't enough to completely sober me up. | curved slowly around the front of the car but didn't see anything. 
Letting out the breath I'd been holding, only to hold another, | took a few steps forward, scanning the ground 
with all the intensity | could muster. Nothing. A few more steps. All | could hear was gravel crunching under 
my shoes. 


And then, there was something else. It was so faint that | wasn't sure | had really heard it at first, but | 
couldn't deny the small whine which my ears had picked up. It was a dog, then. I'd hit a fucking dog. Guilt 
washed over me, and despite myself tears pricked my eyes. | was so scared that my hands were shaking. | was 
scared to see what | had done. | was scared to see a tortured animal barely clinging to life. Oh god. Why was | 


such a self-centered idiot!? 


My initial instinct was to run back to the drivers seat and get out of here as quickly as possible. | could forget 
about this, after awhile, right? | could just pretend until it was too late to even matter anymore... | didn't 
follow my first instinct. | loved dogs. Maybe | could help it. It was still alive, somewhere around here, and | knew 


a vet. If | could just find it, maybe | could fix something. 


So | kept searching for the source of the whimper. While looking, | started asking questions. Questions that 
maybe would've made sense to ask earlier. Why would a dog be out in the middle of nowhere alone at night? 
What if it belonged to someone? | was going to have to return a dead or injured dog to a family. What if they 
had kids!? Fuck fuck fuck fuck. The more | thought the more sick | felt. Where the fuck was this thing, 


anyway? 


| stopped and listened for another clue before my eyes caught it: a slightly more solid-looking mass heaving on 
the ground a few yards off the road. | could barely make it out, but the closer | got, the bigger it looked. So | 
had hit a big dog. At least that explained the loud noise. 


"Hey there, puppy." | whistled, speaking in a cooing voice reserved for animals. This dog was nowhere near a 
puppy, that was for sure, but | wanted to keep it calm so | didn't surprise it. At the sound of my voice, the 
lump stopped moving. "Come on pretty pretty puppy, l'm so sorry.." My voice cracked. Seeing the damage | had 
done was not really helping my guilt. | reached out a hand to pet the injured animal. Just before | patted what | 
imagined to be its head, a low growl sprung forth. 


Jerking back quickly, | almost lost my balance and fell over backwards. 


"Jesus Christ!" | cried out in surprise. A few feet away, the dog was climbing to its feet. Oh shit. Here | was, 
idiotically defenseless, half-drunk, about to be mauled by a giant fucking pet. Lovely way to go. When the animal 
stood full height, | couldn't help but let my jaw drop. That was no puppy. That was no dog. | was staring 
directly into the eyes of a fully-grown wolf. And it was still growling. 


| tried to get up, but my hand slipped on the ground beneath me, delaying my retreat by a few seconds. That 
few seconds was long enough for the wolf to launch itself at me, grabbing hold of my arm with its mouth. 


| screamed out in surprise, fear, and-eventually-pain. | tried to hit it with my free arm, but it wasn't really of 
much use. | kept screaming, hoping in vain that the noise would scare the wolf away. It whipped its head back 
and forth a few times, teeth digging deeper and tearing at my flesh. Somehow, among the many sensations 
going through me, | could distinctly feel the warm, syrupy blood dripping down to my wrist from the wound. 


Just as quickly as it had happened, it was over. The wolf practically disappeared, leaving me writhing in agony 
on the ground, and | was alone again. My breathing was ragged, and | just laid there for a few minutes, cradling 
my arm against my chest, blood soaking through my jacket. | couldn't stand to look at it. | was afraid if | did | 
wouldn't have the courage to drive the rest of the way home. As it was, | managed to lurch to the car and 


turn it on with my left hand. | guess being a guitarist was good for something. 
| sped the rest of the way to the house, and the closer | got, the more restless | became. Tears started 
pricking at the edges of my vision, and | felt frantic. | remembered reading somewhere about shock. Sometimes, 


when people undergo trauma, it takes awhile to kick in. 


By the time | reached the door, | was frantically pounding on it and sobbing, yelling for someone to let me in. It 
was Janne who opened the door, and | fell against him, allowing him to drag me the rest of the way inside. 


| shouldn't have been driving. 


Hungry 


Author's Notes: 
| don't own these people, blah blah blah. | promise this will get better. Bear with me. 


| woke up in my bed, but | couldn't really remember how | ended up here. Obviously Janne must've helped me 
out. | couldn't have been in a state to do much more than collapse on the nearest flat surface by the time | 


finally made it home last night. Fuck. That reminded me. 


| carefully maneuvered my arm to lie on my chest. | was still wearing my t-shirt and boxers from last night, | 
realized. Yeah, that definitely meant Janne had put me in bed. | never slept in a t-shirt unless | was drunk..or, | 
guess, mauled by a fucking wolf. Anyway, | hesitated to inspect the damage to my arm. | was afraid to look, 
afraid to try to move my fingers because if | couldn't, that meant | couldn't play guitar. At least not for 


awhile. 


| chanced a look down, and what | saw was even more mortifying than what |'d been imagining. There were no 
bandages, no ragged, bloody pieces of skin, no holes. My arm looked just like it did yesterday morning. There 
weren't even specks of dried blood on my hand. What. The. Fuck My mind went completely blank. | was too 
shocked to even try to think about how the fuck this was possible when less than twenty-four hours ago | 


had been collapsing in pain on my own doorstep. 


"WHAT THE FUCK!?" | jumped out of bed, then, holding my unaffected arm out in front of me like a foreign 
object. My exclamation must've alerted someone to the fact that | was awake, because moments later Janne 


opened my door, letting himself in. 
"That's what | would like to know." He crossed his arms, looking at me like | was insane. 


"What? You tell me! You saw my fucking arm last night!" | gestured toward the smooth skin where carnage 


ought to have been, in my mind. 


"Yeah. Your arm. Jesus Christ Alexi, what did you do? Your jacket is soaked in blood, your whole arm was the 
same way last night, you were fucking incoherent. There's only one thing | know: that blood wasn't fucking 
yours. So what. did. you. do?" He was accusing me. But | was still only hearing one thing. He didn't think the 
blood was mine. Not mine? That meant that he hadn't seen anything wrong with my arm either. Which meant 


somehow, in some fucked alternate universe, | hadn't been bitten. So what had happened? | had no idea. 
|=" My mouth just kind've stayed open, hanging there. 


"Yes? Please go on! Do we need to be worried about the police?" 


Oh. Of course. He probably thought | had stabbed someone with the amount of blood | had brought home. | 
knew | hadn't done anything to anyone else..or at least | thought..But how could | be sure? | couldn't really be 
sure of anything, could |? If my memory was this fucked up... 


"Alexi" Janne was still waiting. | couldn't really focus on one coherent thought with so much confusion swirling 
around me. | just wanted to be alone. | needed to think. Or to stop thinking. 


"| don't know." My voice sounded hollow even to me. Luckily, Janne just ran a hand through his hair and stalked 
out. | wondered if he had mentioned anything to the other band members. It probably depended on whether 


they had been awake or not when | came home last night. 


| backed up against the wall, letting my body weight slide down until | was sitting there with my head between 
my knees, still not believing what was going on How much had | drank last night? Judging by my hangover, not 
enough to black out so terribly. 


| was riding the waves of panic washing over me. Irrational thoughts were going through my mind at the speed 
of light. What if | HAD actually hit a person? And the wolf was just some thought construction to deal with 


the trauma? Was this irrational after all? 


A new feeling made me lift my head, eventually. Nausea. | stood on shaky legs and tried to clear my head, 
willing it away. My stomach lurched. Ugh. | sat on the bed, instinctually pressing a hand against my abdomen. It 
took me a few minutes to realize that | was hungry. It had been so long since I'd felt hungry, not to mention 


uncomfortably voracious, in the morning. 


| needed to eat breakfast. Did we even have breakfast food? Yes. We had to, Henkka and Jaska both ate 
breakfast since they sometimes worked out in the morning. | just had to find something..kinda fast. My 


stomach hurt. 


When | made it to the kitchen | started searching immediately. | opened cabinet after cabinet, searching for 
where we kept decent fucking food. | came across a box of some sort of bars. Probably some sick health food 
that Henkka kept around, but whatever, it would work | unwrapped it and took a bite. It was gone two bites 
later. Amazingly, | was still starving. | ate another one of the bars before deciding that maybe | needed 
something more substantial. | opened the fridge, pulling out eggs. 


| was pretty sure | remembered how to make these.. | started heating up a pan and put some oil in it so they 
wouldn't stick | may've fucked up a bit cracking them and got some shell in the final product, but shells 
weren't poisonous, and | wasn't feeling as picky as | normally did. | fried them and wow. | actually did a good job 
for once. So | fried four more, finishing out the package. 


At this point | knew | had eaten a lot. Waaay more than normal, that was for sure. But my mind was on some 
sort of one way track. | still felt hungry. | wanted to make more eggs. | wanted to find more food somewhere 
in this shitty kitchen But | knew | shouldn't eat any more. Despite the feeling in my gut | forced myself to sit 


down. Maybe | just needed to drink more water. It could be the minor hangover. 


Janne walked in, sniffing the air, Henkka right next to him. 

"It smells like eggs in here.” He observed. 

| cooked them." | muttered, feeling guilty again now that my distraction was gone. 

"Oh, you, cooking?" Henkka barked a laugh. "That's a new one. Usually you'd still be asleep right now." 


‘lm really hungry." | admitted, looking tentatively up at Henkka, who was smiling. Janne on the other hand had 
his back to me, getting a cup of water at the sink. 


"Really?" Henkka laughed again, "| can make you some toast if you want." 


| found myself nodding my head before | could even think about a response. Okay. Some toast wouldn't kill me. It 
wasn't like | was going to get fat from one morning. Maybe | hadn't eaten yesterday. Not like | would remember 


if | had. 


Henkka set the toast down in front of me along with a plate of his own It smelled really good, and even Janne 


sitting down next to me couldn't make me stop myself from digging in. It didn't seem like very much, though. 
"Wow, Allu, you really were hungry!" Janne was looking at the empty plate with an impressed smirk. 


"Yeah.." | was slightly embarrassed, though | was happy that he didn't seem too pissed anymore. Maybe the 
lack of a policeman knocking on our door would change whatever happened last night into just another drunk 


story to tell. 


My stomach was feeling moderately better, so | went back to my room. | didn't usually wake up this early, so | 
was at a loss for what to do with myself. | sat staring out the window for a little while, just enjoying the 
morning light that | so rarely saw. 


That got old pretty quick. | finally settled on picking up my guitar and practicing. | didn't bother going to plug it 
into an amp, instead just plucking away acoustically. | played some random Poison songs, then ran through 
scales and arpeggios. | ended up moving into a comfier chair in the living room, playing furiously while everyone 


else went about their morning. 


After awhile, | have no idea how long, Janne asked if | wanted to play with the keyboards. | agreed, so we went 
to another room and practiced together, weaving melodies and creating solos just for fun. When we wound 
down, | realized that the ache in my stomach was back..okay it was worse than before. Did | need to puke? It 
wasn't really a puke-sick feeling, but | couldn't figure anything else it could be, if eating didn’t help. 


"Hey, are you alright?" Janne asked, 


"Yeah..| just feel kinda sick" | mumbled. 

"Hmm. Well, if nothing else, maybe THAT will teach you to cut back a little." He snorted. 

"I think I'm just hungry." | looked at him with pleading eyes. | really didn't feel right at all 

"Oh...well..um | guess | can make food..do you want some?" 

| nodded my head vigorously, already walking out of our practice room to slump at the kitchen counter, a wave 
of nausea washing over me. | had no idea what Janne started making, but the second the smell hit me | sat 
straight up and bolted off of my chair. 

Straight to the bathroom. 

| puked up pretty much all the eggs | think, but oddly enough, | only ended up feeling worse than before | had 
puked. Usually puking was my cure-all. Hungover? Puke, I'd feel better. | didn't feel better. | felt like my 
stomach was doing even more somersaults now that it was empty. When | returned to the kitchen, Janne 
asked where I'd gone. 

"| puked." Was all | muttered. OF course, this was nothing new, so Janne didn't really give it a second thought. 
"Oh, so | guess you won't want this." He shrugged. 

"Yeah, | do." Because | still feel awful. | feel fucking WRONG, | thought to myself. 

He set a sandwich in front of me. At least it was warm and had actual chicken on it. It made me feel better 
than breakfast had this morning. Maybe that was all | had needed. Maybe this meant things would go back to 


normal inside me. 


Janne reached out to grab a bite of the second half, and before | could stop myself my arm had shot out, 
slapping his hand away. 


"What the fuck Jan-..ne.." The taken aback look on his face stopped my sudden reaction in its tracks. Okay. 
Maybe things weren't going back to normal.. 


4 Days Later: 


At least | was right about one thing. | was only getting worse. 


| hadn't slept in two nights. | don't mean tossing and fucking turning, | mean literally no sleep. Instead of feeling 
tired like | normally did at a certain hour, | just laid in bed with my eyes wide open staring out the window at 


nothing. | had no idea what was going on. My limbs didn't feel right. They felt restless, like | needed to run, but 


when did |, Alexi Laiho, ever go out on a run? Oh that's right, | didn't. 


| constantly felt the need to be around someone or another, but | was irritable. The weirdest things seemed to 
trigger me to snap. I'm pretty sure everyone noticed, but no one said anything to me about it. Maybe they 
figured it was just one of my moods. | wish it were. God, | wish | could feel okay again. | was scared. 


The hunger hadn't died down at all. Actually, it had picked up, probably due to the fact that | hadn't been able 
to keep much of anything down. Minutes or even hours after eating | tended to heave it back up into the toilet. 
| was getting sick of scavenging our cupboards, which were emptying quickly. When the other guys offered to 
cook | just felt fucking embarrassed. | could tell | was not physically okay. | felt weaker, dizzy sometimes. | 


couldn't even focus on my guitar anymore. 


Everything was getting to the point where it felt like too much. | wanted to scream, | wanted to hit something, 
| wanted to break down and cry. And what was | supposed to tell anyone? Hey, guys, guess what! | have no idea 
what's up with me, but | feel strange. 


Yeah, that was sure to get their attention. They would probably tell me to stop drinking so much. Truth be 
told, | hadn't had a drink since the night | blacked out and hallucinated getting bit by a fucking wolf. Jesus 


christ | was falling apart. 


It was three in the morning, and, no surprise, | couldn't sleep. | knew | didn't have a chance. My room was too 
dark..no, it was too..empty. Just like me. Empty, or flowing with something | didn't understand. Some sickness or 
fucking mental issue. It wasn't like | hadn't had them before. | found myself tiptoeing down the hallway, towards 
Janne's bedroom. At least | had the decency to press an ear against it before knocking, making sure he didn't 


have anyone in there. 


| knocked, but there was no answer. | tried the door and it swung open, creaking loudly enough to make me 


cringe. | heard Janne rustling in his sheets before | saw his shadowy form sit up. 
"Allu?" He whispered. 


"Yeah.." | didn't really know what to say. | didn't know why | was here. Well, | did, but there was no way | was 
admitting it. 


"What do you want? Its fucking late!" He kept his voice low, but his tone betrayed some annoyance. 
"| just..umm..l don't know. Forget it" | didn't move towards the door. 
"Forget what? Just spit it out, I'm already awake." 


‘| can't sleep." | muttered. 


"Oh. Well..|s there something wrong?" He prodded unsurely. 
"| don't know.. think maybe l'm hungry." 


"Hungry? It's 3 am go get something from the goddamn kitchen! | don't see why waking me up was necessary.” 
He sounded exasperated, and | couldn't blame him. But | wanted to go to sleep. What if this was the only way? 


"Can you make something, since you're already awake, as you said" | spat the words out, not giving myself a 


chance to back out. 

"Hungry..what is wrong with you, dude?" Janne stood up, pulling on pants. "You're so fucking weird." 

| followed behind him into the kitchen, an increasingly common occurrence. 

"You've been so off lately, and this! This is just the cherry on top!" Janne practically crowed, slamming around, 
obviously pissed. "What do you want? Maybe you should learn how to cook something without burning the 


house down." 


"Teach me how to cook chicken" | stated in the most emotionless voice | could muster. Janne looked at me like 


I'd just asked him to play a whole show standing on his head. 


"O-Okay." He finally mustered, grabbing stuff out of the fridge. Of course, he didn't actually intend to teach me 
anything at this hour. Instead, he just went about making chicken as fast as he could. 


| smelled something, something good. But it wasn't coming from the pan. | subconsciously started moving 
toward whatever it was, following my nose like a bloodhound or something. It was almost like my mind had 
turned off and | was on some sort of autopilot. | wasn't fully in control of what my body was doing, but at the 
same time | was conscious of it. 

Raw chicken. That was the smell. On some sick, internal level | wondered if THIS would make me feel better. In a 
split second the wondering turned to action, and | was taking a bite of it. It didn't taste bad, actually. | took 


another bite because apparently every bit of rationality in my head had evaporated from sleep deprivation 


It took a minute, but eventually Janne looked over at me casually. He looked back to the pan, but then his head 
whipped back up. 


"Alexi! You can't eat raw chicken, idioottil" 
| dropped it instinctively, and Janne looked at me incredulously. 
"Your eyes..." He murmured, staring even more intensely at me. 


"What?" | blinked furiously. My eyes? 


| saw that. Wash your hands. NOW." Janne shoved me towards the sink, turning on the faucet. What was he 
talking about? 


"You're going to get sick, from eating that, by the way. Now we are going to go on a little walk, and you're 


going to show me where you're keeping it" Janne's voice was thinly veiled with anger. 
"Keeping what?" | asked, genuinely confused. 


"Don't you dare play stupid with me. You're not ruining our lives. The fucking drugs." Janne was hissing at me, 


forcing me towards my bedroom. Drugs? 


"That's why you've been acting like a spas, freaking out all the time, waking up in the middle of the night 
because you're ‘hungry’. Why would you do this to yourself? Look at you." He was only getting angrier. 


"Janne l'm not." He slammed open my door, pushing me inside. 
"Shut up and show me." 


| didn't know what to do. 


"Fine, I'll just find it myself. You just stand there and try to look less like a piece of shit" Janne started by 


throwing the covers off of my bed, lifting up my mattress and checking my pillowcases. 


"Janne, stop it" | felt something beginning to blossom inside of my chest. Another scary thing. Another thing 
that wasn't quite me. 


He didn't listen, moving to my bedside table and emptying my drawers onto the floor. unsatisfied, he moved to 


my dresser. 

"At least you're better at hiding the drugs than hiding your high." He chuckled bitterly. 

"Stop it" My voice was louder, deeper. | took a step forward. 

"Afraid? | must be getting warmer." A pile of my socks hit the floor followed by my boxers. 

It was when he opened my t-shirt drawer that something clicked within my head. 

‘| said stop!" | growled, grabbing Janne by the shoulders and yanking him up. "Now get. Out:" 

"Your pupils. It will give you away every time. I'm not going anywhere ‘til | find them" He spat into my face. 


| made some noise, standing on my toes and pressing up against Janne, baring my teeth in his face. What was | 


doing? This was suspicious behavior even if | were on drugs. Couldn't he see that? Couldn't he tell there was 
something wrong? Not drugs! Something else, Janne! Help me! | couldn't think straight; | could only see red. | 


was quivering. 


Janne moved to continue his search, but | pushed him backwards. He shoved me back. Wrong move. | all but 


leapt at him, driving him back toward the door. 


"| SAID OUT! AND DON'T FUCKING COME IN HERE AND MESS WITH MY STUFF AGAIN. DO YOU HEAR ME?" This 


probably woke up everyone in the house. 


‘lm driving you to the hospital tomorrow. So get some sleep." Then he was gore. | heard him mutter junky on 


his way back to bed. 
Somehow, | was unfazed, happy even. 


This was the first night | didn't throw up. 


Menace 
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Janne's POV 


| honestly never thought Alexi would reduce himself to this. Sure, he'd had his dark times, but drugs? | just 
never thought he would. Had there been signs? | was his best friend.shouldn't | have noticed sooner? But Alexi 
had seemed normal. Until coming home drenched in blood. | hadn't heard anything about any deaths near the 
bar he frequents, so | didn't really know what happened. Probably a bad deal or something. | guess | was happy 
that at least Alexi had made it out unscathed from something like that. 


As pissed as | was, | wanted to help him. | knew drug addicts were stereotypically opposed to help, but | wasn't 
going to let our lead singer and guitarist waste away until everything went to shit. | mean, aside from the fact 
that we're all brothers, this was also a livelihood. 


When | woke up, | was restless-surprising, since being awakened at three in the morning usually didn't do much 
for my energy levels. | walked into the kitchen and, seeing it empty, into the living room. It was empty, too. | 
sat down and picked up a magazine. 

It wasn't too long before Henkka came downstairs. We were always the first ones up, it seemed. He sat down 
wordlessly in another chair, still half asleep. | couldn't help myself. | had to talk to someone else about this. 
Besides, I'd probably need his help to get Alexi to the hospital. This was sure as hell a trip | never thought | 
would have to make. 


"So..Alexi has been acting weird, right?" | broke the morning silence. 


Henkka looked at me, suddenly paying attention. "| mean, yeah | guess..nothing to be worried about probably, he'll 
come out of it. He always does." He went back to looking at the ceiling. 


"| mean..Henkka, he's been acting REALLY weird." | tried again. 
"How do you mean?" 


"Moody, irritable. He's eating a ton, always hungry." | realized these didn't sound like grounds for what | was 


about to accuse him of. 


"Yeah?" Henkka shrugged. 


"He came to my room at 3 in the morning last night. Asking me to cook for him. He ate raw chicken. Raw. Right 
out of the fucking package. And his eyes. His pupils were dilated as fuck He's on drugs dude." | spit it all out 
without taking a breath between sentences. 

"Oh. Drugs?" 

"Yeah. | went into his room to find them, but he freaked out and pushed me out." 

Henkka laughed. "Alexi pushed you out? You have like a hundred pounds on him." 

"That's not the point!" | was annoyed. Why wasn't he taking me seriously!? 

"Sorry, sorry, | know. So what are we going to do about it?" 

This was definitely one of the times | was happy we were all so close. It was automatically what are WE going 
to do. Thank god, because the thought of single-handedly pulling someone as destructive as Alexi off the path 
of drug abuse sounded daunting to say the least. 

"Taking him to the hospital. Don't they do some sort of detox shit there? Something, I'm sure, for druggies." | 
honestly wasn't even sure. What did you say when you got to the hospital? Here's my friend. He looks okay 


right now, but he's possibly addicted to something, | don't know what..and he's denying it. 


"Well, | will go wake him up then. I'm guessing he won't respond too well to seeing you at his door." Henkka went 


to get up. He was probably right. 


| waited, listening for yelling. A sure sign that Alexi was as pissed at Henkka as he had been at me. There was 
none. Henkka came back down almost immediately. 


"He's not there. The room is empty." He stated matter-of-factly. 

"What do you mean he's not there?" | was standing now, too. 

"Its empty. | just said. Maybe he went out already?" 

"Ran off" | muttered, *He'll have to come back at some point. He didnt pack everything up, did he?" 
aise 

"Well. guess now is a great time to find the drugs, then" | couldn't think of anything else to do. 
"Are you sure we should—" 


"Yes. I'm fucking sure. It's the only way we can know." | was already walking upstairs. Sure enough, the room 


was empty. It was also a mess, probably my fault from last night. Ignoring a stab of guilt, | started in the 
drawer below the one l'd ended on last night. Nothing. The next drawer. Nothing. | moved to the closet. Henkka 


was preoccupied under the bed. 


There was really no good way to search someone's closet without ripping everything off the hanger and 
checking the pockets. Then it was time to move to the folded clothes. | kept on trying to think about what | 
would do if | needed to hide something like this. Where would | put it? The bathroom. 


"Hey, I'm going to check his bathroom." | said to Henkka, who was now double checking the dresser. The sound 
of the door slamming open stopped me in my tracks. Alexi was standing there, surprise etched on his features 


as clearly as it probably was on ours. 


"Wha- what are you doing?" His eyes were wide, looking around and then locking with mine. "I fucking told you 


to stay out” He hissed, striding past the door, fists clenched at his sides. 
"Alexi." Henkka started to try to talk to him, but Alexi just stepped around him. 


"Get out, Henkka" Alexi spat the name with malice, but he didn't even give the blonde a glance. He never 


stopped looking right at me. | couldn't look away. 


"Are you ready to go?" | asked in as even a voice as | could muster. To be honest, he was scaring me a bit. 
The fact that he was wearing what appeared to be mesh shorts and a white t-shirt wasn't helping matters. 


"My room is a mess, Janne." His voice was so fucking even 
"Sorry. lIl put it back together." | wasn't that much of a dick 


The words had barely left my mouth and he was on top of me, punching the side of my face. | hadn't been 
expecting it, and he'd managed to knock me off balance. | fell back on the bed, Alexi still grabbing the collar of 
my shirt. A low noise was coming out of his throat. My jaw throbbed. 


"When | say don't come in my room, you respect it. Do you FUCKING understand mel?" He screamed in my 


face. He looked like an animal. His eyes weren't even blue anymore. His pupils had somehow expanded to obscure 


the iris. Jesus Christ. | probably looked terrified. That's how | felt. Alexi had never legitimately hit me before. 


As if this hadn't been weird enough yet, Alexi all of a sudden started moaning and hitting his head with a 
closed fist. Then he started to pull his own hair, eyes squeezing shut. 


"Alexil" | reached up to pull his hands down, to stop him. His eyes opened, blue again 


"Get out! Get out get out get out!" He was screaming at the top of his lungs. But he had gotten off of me. | 


stood up and practically ran out of the room. | heard the door slam behind me. 


Alexi had never hit me like that before. My jaw still throbbed. | could hear frustrated noises still coming from 
the room we had just torn apart. And still found nothing. 


Descent 


Author's Notes: 
| kind jammed this one out. | suck at multichaptered fics because | know everyone wants longer chapters, but 


this is what you get! So there! Ha. Anyway, blah blah blah hope this isn't too outrageously disappointing. 


| had woken up pretty early. | could actually see the sun rise, which is something | hadn't seen sober for a long 
time. Usually if | was up at seven it was because | had pulled an all-night party. But today | watched the sky 
turn purple, then pink, then florescent orange. It was kinda beautiful. 


| had managed to go to sleep last night, somehow. The weird three am head-trip with Janne now seemed more 
like a nightmare than something that had actually happened. | felt restless again. It was one of those 
increasingly common mornings where all | could think about was going outside. Maybe running. Walking. 


Something. 


| knew this was weird. | knew it was symptomatic of some fucked-up midlife crisis | must be having. That didn't 
change the fact | felt compelled to go out. Hell, maybe it would help. A few days ago | said Alexi Laiho doesn't 


go out on runs. Well, he does now. 


| started rummaging through my dresser, ignoring the mess Janne had made the night before when he was 
digging through my stuff. | was trying to find something to wear outside. | didn't want to ruin one of my nice 
t-shirts. Was that an oxymoron? Nice t-shirt? Oh well. 


| also couldn't really wear pants with chains. | needed to find sports clothes. | was probably better of checking 
Jaska "Mr. healthy | do sports" Raatikainen's room. | almost chuckled to myself. But maybe it wasn't a good 


idea to go making any more weird requests in people's rooms. That hadn't worked so well last night. 


| finally found at literally the very fucking bottom of the bottom drawer a pair of basketball shorts. Luckily, a 


white shirt wasn't so hard to locate. | had a few undershirts that would work. 


| decided to momentarily quit wondering why the hell | felt like | wanted to run in the first place. Instead, | was 
going to try to..enjoy myself. | was crazy. Yep. Batshit insane. 


| walked out the door into the cool morning air. It was a lot colder than | had been expecting. It couldn't have 
been over twenty degrees, but while | could tell it was cold, | didn't feel cold. | was wearing summer workout 
clothes, but | didn't feel underdressed. Maybe it was an exercise thing? 


| started running down the road. Was this fast? Was this a normal pace? | had nothing to go off of. It wasn't 
like | was doing this to be competitive anyway. | was just going to run until | didn't want to anymore. Well, 


maybe | should try to turn around before then Heheh, didn't want to get stranded out here. A stab of 


apprehension went through me at the thought of seeing another wolf. Getting bitten again 


| had to remind myself that | had imagined or hallucinated the whole thing. There had been no bite. Just a 


vivid..memory. 


After some time | turned around. | didn't feel super-tired, but | didn't feel as restless either. | was thinking 
that maybe going home and eating was a good idea. | could eat and then curl up under my warm blankets and 


sleep some more. My days of insomnia were catching up with me, it seemed. 


By the time | could see the house, | had worked up a sweat. Maybe next time-wait, was there already a next 
time for this?-I could run with Henkka. It would be funny if | could actually keep up with him. | could just 
imagine the look on his face when | followed him out the door. Haha, definitely worth it. 


When | walked inside, the silence on the lower level made me think that everyone had gone out. | was expecting 
to see Janne-damn him-and Jaska and Henkka at least sitting around. Instead, every room was empty. | walked 
into the kitchen, but just before | opened the fridge | heard a thump. From upstairs. It was definitely coming 
from my room. And just like that last night flooded back into my head, with Janne throwing stuff out of my 
drawers, trying to find the "drugs" | wasn't taking. 


| stormed upstairs, something red-hot and foreign flooding my arms. It was weird, | could almost feel the path 
of my own adrenaline rushing from my core to my extremities. By the time | was standing in the doorway, 
glaring at Henkka and Janne once again in my room against my direct request, | could feel it in the tips of my 
toes. 


| barely remember what words | spoke. It was like everything around me was muffled except for the one thing 
my focus was on. The next thing | knew | was standing in front of Janne, anger possessing every inch of me. 
Possessing is the only word for it. It was alien, contorting me uncomfortably. And | punched him. | punched 


Janne HARD in the face. Hard enough that he fell backwards. 


His face was so confused, so..hurt. It was sensory overload. He was in my things! He was in the wrong! He was 
also my best friend. It became physically painful, and | subconsciously grabbed my hair, beating my head into 
my own mattress trying to get back to myself. | think | was screaming into the pillows, but | can't be sure. My 
mouth was wide open, my eyes squeezed shut, anything to make this monstrous feeling go away! Away! Away! 


It didn't flow back into my center as it had emerged. Instead it faded evenly all over my being, evaporating, 
leaving me breathing hard and once again able to see the world clearly. My room was empty. Janne must've 


left. | couldn't blame him. Tears flooded my eyes. 


Perfect! Now | was crying. No wonder everyone thought | was on something. | had to be crazy. That was the 
only explanation! | needed a fucking psychiatrist. 


When my hands were my own again | rolled over, staring at the ceiling. | wasn't really seeing it. | didn't think 


about anything until my stomach growled, reminding me that | was going to feel sick again soon if | didn't do 


something about it. Because nowadays, Alexi Laiho not only runs, he also has to eat and puke in a never-ending 


cycle. 


| stomped down the stairs, hoping | wouldn't encounter Henkka or Janne on my way to procure food. Luckily, the 
kitchen was before the living room, where | was sure they were both sitting, talking about me. Fuck them. Fuck 


me. Maybe | should go to the fucking hospital. 


In the fridge | found the remainder of the chicken | had dragged Janne out of bed to make last night. | vaguely 
thought about eating it raw again, but | decided to cook it on the grounds that eating raw meat was more 
insane than | was willing to admit right now. | yanked out a pan, banging around more than necessary, turning 
on the stove with a huff. | waited impatiently for it to heat up and finally plopped all of the chicken into it. The 
smell made my mouth water, and | barely waited a minute to flip it. Hey, one side was at least starting to turn 
white! That counts as cooked, right? | waited another minute for the second side and slid the whole white-pink 


mess onto a plate, burning my hand a bit in the process. 
"Alexi? What are you doing?" an all too familiar voice flooded my ears from the edge of the kitchen 
"Making breakfast, what the fuck does it look like?" | spat, not bothering to bless Janne with a glance. 


"That's not cooked" Really? | just wanted to be left alone. Couldn't he just realize this wasn't his place to say 
anything? 


"Its rare." | retorted, smirking to myself. 


"You can't eat chicken rare.." This time it was Henkka. Great, he must be in here now too. | still wasn't looking 


up. 


Just before | took my first bite, | smiled and raised my eyes. "How's the jaw, Janne?" Then | ate, letting 
shocked silence fill the air and doing nothing to change it. It felt good. It felt good to be mean. 


| didn't puke after that, either. That made two successful meals in a row. It was amazing what a difference it 
made. | no longer felt restless, | didn't feel like laying in bed all day. Everything in the world was a reason to 
smile, even if cruelly. | picked up my guitar, fiddling around and practicing, coming up with a riff that | actually 
wrote down. It wasn't until late afternoon that | started to feel tired at all. | went to my mangled carcass of a 
room and curled up in the middle of my mattress, covering up with all of the blankets. | swore | had never felt 
so pleasantly content. If this was what exercise did, | guess | could finally see why Henkka and Jaska insisted on 


doing it so much. 
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3 days later 


| hadn't been talking much. Everyone in the house had been pretty much going about their own business, 


ignoring everyone else. The only time | ever really opened my mouth was to snap at someone, usually Janne 
although sometimes the others as well. | had noticed that anyone touching my food set me off, filling me with 
that anger that | couldn't seem to control. | was sleeping better, but still waking up in the middle of the night. | 
wasn't puking anymore, even though my self-imposed diet of almost raw meat should've been enough to put 


anyone on their sickbed. 


At least Janne had come of his "what-drugs-are-you-on-?" kick. Now he just looked at me like | was someone 
else, which, | guess, wasn't exactly preposterous. | wasn’t through discounting the idea that | was suffering 
some sort of psychotic break. 


My teeth seemed sharper. Yes, | had reached full on neurosis. But | swore, looking in the mirror, my canines 

were different. If not bigger, at least..pointier. | of course didn't tell anyone. | realized that doing so would be 

the nail in my shifty-sanity coffin | ignored what | thought | saw because | knew it wasn't really there. | was 
imagining things again. Making up some weird reality, putting everyone else who lived here through hell. 


“Alexi, do you..ummm..want to practice together at all?" Janne asked at my door, not daring to put even a toe 
over my threshold. | paused, trying to remember the last time we had played together. We used to do it 


almost every day. | heard his footsteps retreating seconds later, taking my silence as a negative. 


"Surel" | shouted, pushing myself out of my chair and carrying my guitar by the neck | exited my room and 
went downstairs behind Janne, trailing him to the music room that he kept his keyboard in. 


"What do you wanna play?" He asked tentatively, taking his seat and eyeing me. 

"How about downfall” | chose the most obvious, overplayed song | could think of, just because it was the 
easiest. Without another word Janne started the intro. | rushed to plug into my amp and came in a few 
measures later. 

Neither one of us missed a note the whole song. It was fucking tight. | couldn't help but grin at him when we 
finished, and he smiled back. It was like the last week and a half or so hadn't happened. It was fun, as always. 
But something changed in his brown eyes. 

"Alexi..." He stood up, taking a step towards me. | remained seated, still smiling and too slow to react to his 
change in mood. He stepped even closer and grabbed my chin, tilting my face up. "What the fuck..?" He was in 
disbelief. 

"What?" | jerked my face back down, fingering something on the guitar quickly. 


"Your teeth. What did you do to your..your teeth?" His voice was shaky, like he wasn't looking forward to my 


answer. | swallowed. | guess | wasn't imagining things. 


"| don't know." | looked up at him. Instead of the hot coals of anger which had been my company for days, a 


swell of helplessness overtook me. | looked up, shaking involuntarily. Our eyes locked. 


"Open up." He took hold of my chin again. For some reason | did, letting him examine my canines. Maybe he 


would know what was wrong.. "You're not okay, are you." concern and shock laced every word. 

| shook my head. No, | wasn't okay. Nothing was okay. Everything was changing, but | didn't know why or how 
or ANYTHING. And all of a sudden, instead of hitting something, | just wanted to feel another heart beat. | 
leaned forward, gently resting my chin on Janne's crouched shoulder. He froze, but indulged me eventually, 
patting my back and pressing a little closer. He probably heard me sniff. 

"Is okay..we'll figure it out.." His words sounded a little hollow. 


But maybe it was just me. 


Changing 


Author's Notes: 
Well, my friends, it has been awhile. But during my spring break | got enough time to update this story. | would 
love to update more often, and it is continuing, but things don't always happen on the timeline | expect them to. 


Without further ado, | own nothing except the plot. 


| wish | could say my crazy mood swings got better, but they didn't. All of the guys tried, | had to give them 
that. Janne cooked me half-raw chicken without complaint, Henkka joked around with me when | wasn't holed up 
in my room, Jaska and Roope did their best to act like everything was normal. But things were far from 
normal, | knew that much for sure. 


| was starting to feel tired all of the time again. | just laid around if | wasn't walking outside or eating. | had a 
stockpile of blankets going on in my bed, and | curled under them for a nap at least three times a day. No one 


dared come into my room. Apparently my punch had sent the message. 


| was even losing interest in guitar to an extent. My instruments stayed, for the most part, on their racks day 
and night. | was starting to look up on the internet what could be wrong. | though maybe depression, but that 
didn't explain my weird food and exercise urges. | checked bipolar, which seemed more fitting for my 
alternating spasms of fatigue and energy, but again the accounts online didn't fit what | was feeling. | felt like | 
had an alien growing inside of me, taking over everything that was mine. But of course, that was even more 
outlandish than bipolar disorder. 


"l'm going out." | said after one of my increasingly common naps. | had restless legs, now, and | planned on 
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either walking or running down the road to try to feel better. 
"Again?" Jaska commented skeptically, eyeing me. 
"Yeah, again" | replied, reigning in my terse tone. 


Janne gave Jaska a glare and then turned to me. "We are going to a movie at seven. It's five right now, so if 


you want to come be back by six-thirty." 


| nodded at him, although | really had no intentions of going to the movie. | would be back by six-thirty 
regardless. "I'll be home, then" | replied, and then opened the door to the cool evening air, leaving the stifling 
presence of my bandmates behind. | inhaled, feeling immediately relieved. The sun was still peeking above the 
horizon | figured | had about an hour before it set. Plenty of time to run around a bit. 


| started walking on the road leading away from the house. | was pretty familiar with it now. | glanced into the 
woods on the left side of the road every so often It sounded like there was a lot of rustling in the low brush 


and brambles, but, then, it always sounded like that. It was eerie. Eventually | ended up getting curious enough 
to walk over and peer through the dense weeds and trees. | didn't see anything, but my heart rate didn't slow 
down. Shaking my head at my own idiocy, | return to the road, fighting the warm feeling flooding my limbs. 


My adrenaline had been on overload lately. | swore every time | went outside or got emotionally riled in any 
way | got this shock of liquid power. | started sweating a bit, my vision got a little tunnel-like. Fuck, sometimes 
| felt like | could barely control my urge to either fight tooth and nail or run away. But there was nothing 
here. Nothing here. | repeated that to myself, trying to calm down, 


Instead of working, my breathing just got more and more labored. | felt like someone was sitting on my chest 
while punching me repeatedly in the stomach. | couldn't get enough oxygen in through my mouth and | sure as 
hell couldn't get enough air out either. | could hear myself, as if | were no longer inhabiting my body, wheezing 
like a fucking beached whale. My limbs, instead of feeling warm, were now burning and prickling. Fuck | couldn't 


breathe. 


| looked back down the road. | couldn't see the house anymore. | couldn't make it back. | stumbled to the side of 
the path and sat down, head between my knees. | fought back the tears pricking my eyes. What. Was. 
Happening. To. Me? The tears spilled over, and my lungs gradually opened back up, allowing me to suck in enough 
air to sob audibly, still sitting on the side of the road. Fear inhabited my mind like a net, not allowing my 
thoughts to connect together properly. | knew | should walk back to the house, talk to someone, go to a 
hospital! But none of these perfectly logically responses were what my body did. Instead, | scrabbled to my 
feet and kept walking away. The sun was definitely starting to set. | wasn't going to make it back in time if | 
didn't turn back now. 


For once in my goddamned miserable life | did the smart thing and turned back, walking brusquely toward the 
house. The woods looked even more ominous now that the light of the sun was dimming. Shadows swirled and 
licked at the edges of my feet, drawing my eyes up to make sure no wild dogs were going to attack me again. | 


picked up the pace. 


Finally | could see the lights from the house. That meant the guys hadn't left yet, thankfully. Maybe | could get 
them to drop me off at the psych ward on their way to the movies. | chuckled aloud. | wished it hadn't 


sounded so fucking deranged. 
| couldn't have been more than four-hundred meters from the house when a loud noise came from what was 
now my right side. Twigs cracked and something ran away, startled A cold sweat once again broke out over 


my body. | must've jumped two feet in the air! 


Then whatever it was started running towards me. It broke through the underbrush at what sounded like full 
speed. | squeezed my eyes shut. 


| screamed. | don't think anyone heard me.. 
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Janne's POV: 
"Where the hell is hel?" Henkka cursed, throwing his hands in the air. "He said he was coming back tonight!" 


"Well, obviously he is not," | said lamely. It was almost seven o'clock. Everyone was ready to leave, but | had 


convinced them to keep waiting. Now, even my patience was running out. 


"He will be here when we get back, it's not like he has gotten lost." Roope interjected, everyone else nodding in 
approval. | had a bad feeling in my stomach, but no one else seemed too concerned. | guess they had a point. 
Alexi hadn't exactly been forthcoming lately. He probably hadn't even listened to the time | said Maybe he had 


gone out, forgetting to let someone know. 


| picked up my hoodie and walked to the front door, opening it to look outside. Nothing. It was dark, so | couldn't 
see far. Jaska walked past me and towards his car. 


‘lm leaving, if you want to stay, you can" Jaska opened the driver's side door and got in. Henkka and Roope 
pushed past me to get in Jaska's car, too. | sighed and closed the door behind me. To the movies it was, then. 
Alexi was an adult, anyway. He would be fine. He had a key. Still, | drove separately just in case the other guys 


wanted to go out afterwards. It seemed likely, and | just wasn't in the mood. 


By the time | got to the theater they were holding a spot in line and | had pretty much forgotten my worries. 


We laughed and joked. It was nice not having to feel stressed out about someone else for awhile. 

We watched a horror film (what elsel?), like always. It was a favorite game to keep an eye on any flinching and 
eye-covering amongst the members of our party so that we could make fun of them later. | was proud to 
say that, despite copious amounts of blood, gore, and pop-out scare tactics, | only shrieked twice! And | was 
pretty sure everyone else did, too. When we walked out of the theater we were all still laughing. Jaska was 
getting the brunt of the teasing. He was always the worst at horror movies, although he was often the one 
who suggested them. 

"Screamed like a girll" Roope crowed, patting Jaska on the back. 

"Well, that skeleton came out of nowherel!l" Jaska defended. 

"Are you guys going out?" | asked. They were pretty rowdy, so | wasn't surprised at the affirmative. 

"Cool. I'm going to head back home, then" | started walking toward my own car. 


"Janne! Come on, come!" Jaska shouted. 


"Nah, nah, I'm fine." | laughed in response 


"Oh come on Janne! If you go home you'll be stuck alone with Alexil" Roope called 
"Yeah, we want you to survive the night!" Henkka added. 

| grimaced a bit. | felt bad for Alexi, but they were kinda right. 

‘Im tired, I'm heading back." | waved anyway, ignoring their groans. 


It took about ten minutes to get home, and | noticed none of the lights were on in the house. Of course, this 
set me on edge immediately. Alexi's car was still here. | could see that now. And no lights meant he was either 


asleep or still out. | prayed to some non-existent god that he was just buried in his bedroom, tired or some 


shit. 


But | am Janne Wirman. And since when has luck ever been on my side! Never! Alexi's bedroom was empty, as 
was the rest of the fucking house as far as | could tell. A sick feeling filled my stomach. | shouldn't have gone 
out. | should've known something was wrong. Alexi was obviously mental, and we just left him out in the Finnish 
winter! 


My mind delivered me images of Alexi's face contorted in the rage which had become too common lately. | also 
remembered the slightly sharper look to his canines. It was barely noticeable, but somehow | could just..tell. He 
needed help. | swore that when | found him | was driving straight to the hospital. They could deal with this shit, 
right? 


| tugged on a thicker coat. It couldn't have been above thirty degrees. | tried to remember what Alexi had 
been wearing when he left, but | couldn't. | hoped it had been something semi-suitable for the weather. If not, 
I'd be lucky to find him fucking alive at this point. With one last shake of my head | put on my boots and 
stepped outside. 


| was kinda unsure what to do..Should | just walk around yelling his name like | was looking for a lost dog? As 


stupid as it made me feel, that's exactly what | did. 
"ALEEEEEXIIII!" | shouted a few feet away from the doorstep. No response. Not exactly shocking. 


| walked further down the driveway, yelling again. Again, nothing. It was fucking creepy out here. | realized | had 
forgotten a flashlight, and there was no way in hell | was walking any further from the house without one. | 
didn't want to end up stranded. 


For good measure, | yelled his name one more time before making my way back to the front door. And then | 


heard something. Right before | turned the doorknob. | heard something that sounded like whimpering. 


"Fuck, Alexi?" | squinted, scanning the area around me. | didn't see anyone, not at first. It took a few seconds 


before | looked down far enough to see the small, crumpled form of Alexi fuckin’ Laiho sitting slumped against 


the house. 


"Alexi? What the fuck, dude?" | half-whispered, walking back down the steps to stand in front of him. | realized 
his eyes were closed and he looked way too small, even for a little guy to begin with. Upon closer inspection | 
realized why. Not only was Alexi pretty much passed out, he was naked. That's right, wearing absolutely 
nothing. 


Another small wheeze came from the tiny form, which wasn't shivering. | knew that wasn't good. | put aside 
the questions clouding my mind and let survival instinct take over. It was probably a good idea to do something 


to keep our lead guitarist and singer from fucking dying against our own house! 


| crouched down and pulled his arms, trying to get him to stand up. His wrists felt icy, and | wondered if there 
were any blood flowing in his arms right now. It sure didn't feel like it. My tugging got no reaction except a 
moan of pain. | gave up and reached under his knees and back, hoisting him into my arms. He was like a rag doll 
made of ice. | shoved through the door, and in the light | could see that Alexis condition was even worse than | 
had thought. His lips were blue. Actually, his whole body looked pale and his skin was translucent. His eyes were 
half-closed and totally unfocused. Even his mouth was hanging uselessly. | shivered at the sight, holding in my 
freaked out comments. They wouldn't help anything. 


"Fuck, Alexi, come onl" | walked up the stairs, thankful for once that he was so skinny. | set him on the 
bathroom floor and started the bath, filling it with the hottest water. | didn't know what to fucking do. | felt 
panicky, | couldn't watch one of my best friends die right in front of me. | rubbed my hands together and put 
them on his arms, trying to warm him up. Then | thought better of it and ran to get a blanket, throwing it on 
top of his frigid corpse-like body. What the fuck had he been doing outside with NO CLOTHES this time of 
year!? Why was he such an idiot! Why was he fucking insane!? My whole body was shaking, and | realized | was 
whispering to myself. 


When the water was warm enough | lifted Alexi into the bathtub, blanket and all. | kept rubbing his arms, 
hoping to return some blood to them. | bent his fingers back and forth. | figured he would want me to save his 
hands, right? 


"Alexi? Alexi?" | repeated his name like a record player, hoping to gain some recognition It took a good five 


minutes for the bath to fill up, but when it did, he finally started to blink a little. 

"Alexi? Dude?" | took the blanket out of the tub and made sure everything but his head was in the water. 
"O-ohh" He groaned, moving his head slightly. | exhaled, an ounce of relief that he wasn't dead yet filled me. 
"Alexi, come on, please wake up." | was practically pleading. Luckily he was gaining some function. 


"Wh-what..wh-wh-where am.." His teeth were chattering so hard that | worried he may bite his tongue off. 
Probably combined effects of shock and hypothermia 


“Alexi, we are inside." | told him, having no idea whether or not he could hear me or understand. 


"Hmm." He sighed, closing his eyes again and sinking deeper. His body was now shivering harder than mine, 
splashing the water of the tub over the edge. | started the shower, realizing that the bath water was cooling 


down. His skin was still ice cold. 
"Alexi, I'm going to move you to the shower, alright?" He didn't move. 


In the shower | just set him on the floor. He was in no condition to stand up. The water flowing over him 


consistently seemed to do a better job. 

"Janne?" He murmured, wrapping his arms around himself and re-opening his eyes. 

"Yeah, try to warm up." | said, looking around for all of the clothes and blankets in the house. When | came 
back to the bathroom he had propped himself up against the bench in the shower, and his shivering had 
ceased. Actually, he was looking at his hands, enthralled. He was batshit crazy. What the hell was | going to do? 
"Hey, are you..um..” 

Alexi turned to look at me, his lips now a more tolerable shade of purple, "I'm f-f-feeling a-alive." 

"When you feel ready to get out | have all of these clothes and blankets. So you can stay warm." | was biting 
my tongue not to start yelling at him. He merely forced some contortion of his lips that I'm guessing was 
supposed to be a smile and went back to stroking his arms compulsively. 

A few minutes later he stood up and managed to step out of the shower. | met him with a towel. He needed to 
get dry as soon as possible. His wet hair was dripping down his back, so | grabbed the hairdryer and started 
blowing it at his head randomly while he dried off. He walked over to the pile of stuff and started pulling on 
sweatpants and three sweatshirts before burying himself under the remainder of the blankets without a word. 


"Eh, Alexi?" | stuttered. The pile moved and some blonde hair showed out from under it. 


"What" His voice sounded younger than | could ever remember hearing it. 
"Why don't we take this to a room that isn't the..erm..bathroom." 


Reluctantly he emerged and | picked up the blankets. His feet didn't look like they were working properly yet. He 
half-stumbled into my bedroom, following behind me like a baby learning to walk. | got in my dresser for some 


wool socks and threw them at Alexi. 


He had already immersed himself in the blankets, which were now situated right in the fucking middle of my 
bed. And yeah, maybe | should have let him sleep, but | needed answers. So | went and sat on the bed, shaking 


him. 


"What is it!?" Again the childish voice came from the cocoon, and his eyes widened fearfully. He looked at his 


hands again, as if to reassure himself they were still there. 

"Can you not feel your hands?" | asked. 

"| can" He huddled them under his chin, then, staring at me. | stared back, and he couldn't hold my gaze. | 
thought he was embarrassed or something, but the sniffles that followed let me know that something 


different was going on. He was crying. 


The sniffles quickly turned into desperate gasps, and his whole body started quivering in time with the sobs. 
This was scaring me just as shitless as finding him naked outside, to be honest: 


"Alexi, what's wrong?" | touched his shoulder. He didn't react, just kept on wailing. "Are you hurt?" 

"N-nooo." Alexi spared me a look, his eyes red and puffy, yet wide and scared. 

"Are you scared, what is wrong? What happened?" | prodded. 

"Janne, l'm cold" His face crumpled and he looked back down at the mattress. 

My heart hurt, seeing him so..so scared and helpless. lt wasn't something | was used to. Even angry Alexi was 
better than this. | climbed further onto the bed and gently pulled him to rest against my chest. | sat against 
the headboard and covered him tightly with sheets and blankets. He kept crying, though he didn't protest as | 
expected, | knew he probably felt awkward, practically laying in my lap, but | figured my body heat would help. 


"Janne, s-something is wrong." He sputtered, clutching my shirt. 


"| couldn't tell. Why the fuck were you naked outsidel? Why didn't you come back! Did someone do something to 
you?" | clenched my fists, the thought sending fire through my veins and bile up my throat. 


"N-no. l..l..something happened. | c-couldn't find my clothes and my k-keys were in my p-pocket and when | ch- 
changed | couldn't g-g-get back in-" He was crying too hard to continue. 


"Changed? What the fuck happened?" My voice betrayed my frustration 
Alexi took some deep breaths. *Y-you think Im crazy" 

"Kinda" | really wanted to say ‘no shit 

"You w-wor't bel.. don't know. | don't know." He was so frantic. 


"Hey, calm down. Just tell me, alright. | promise it can't get much crazier than it already is." | stroked his head 


to comfort him, and it seemed to work 


"|. can't tell you. You will never believe me. | can't believe." He inhaled deeply and blew it out. "I have to show 


you..but | d-don't know h-how." 

"How to what? What do you have to show me? Why don't you just tell me?" | stopped stroking. 

"| can't.." He murmured almost to himself. 

"Cant what!?" My voice was raising. | had had just about enough of this shit. Why couldn't someone else be 
home to help me deal with this? | wasn't a goddamn psychiatrist. | wasn't made to talk to crazies. And Alexi 
was officially off the fucking deep end. 

"| caaan't" He cried, going back to burying his face in the covers. 

"Yes, you can!" | shoved him off and stood up. "Now! Tell me!" 


He just stared at me, so | yanked the covers off. 


"Tell me now! l'm sick of this shit Alexi! You're nuts. What happened!" | was actually kinda yelling at this point, 
and Alexi's eyes showed his fear. 


"|-|" 

"You what!?" 

"I can t-try." His lips quivered. 

"Please do. Please do try to tell me what the fuck is going on" 

"Let's g-go outside..'m scared Janne please. just." He stood up and started walking downstairs. | followed him, 
rambling about how ridiculous this all was. | don't even know what | was saying, but it was nothing very good. 
Okay, kill me, | suck at handling people. Even my best friend. 


"m s-s-scared." He was in the yard now, no coat. 


"Come back in here! God are you trying to kill yourselfl? Put a coat onl" | was still in the door frame, 
disbelieving what | was seeing. 


"Janne, can you. just make sure | don't hurt y-you or r-run away." Alexi was whimpering. 


"What?" 


"Run towards me or something. Scare mel” Alexi shouted. He already looked scared enough as it was. His knees 


were shaking incessantly and the look on his face was pure dread. Sweat was dripping down his forehead. 
"Scare you?" | was confused. 


"Do..something..Janne | don't want to feel this a-anymore." More tears fell down his face and he fell onto the 
ground, kneeling and retching. | started towards him, planning to pull him back inside kicking and screaming if | 


had to. He was sick. 


"l-l have to show y-you but | d-don't want to." | was within reaching distance at this point. Alexi's head 
snapped up at me, his eyes dark like the night | was in his room. | touched his shoulder and he was burning up, 
even through the sweatshirts. 


"Don't touch me." His eyes flashed at me with malice. Shocked, | took a step back. His demeanor had pulled a 
IBO, and | didn't like that look in his eyes. He looked like he wanted to murder me. Last time he looked that way 
| had gotten sucker punched. | had to get him to the hospital. 


"Alexi, we are going to the hospital, alright buddy?" | cooed. 

"I am not going anywhere. And you don't tell me any different." He growled. Shit. | reached towards him, figuring 
he was still weak enough that | could get him in the car without too much of a struggle. Big mistake. Because 
the next thing | knew he was gone. There hadn't been any noise. There hadn't been a scream. There hadn't been 


a sign. But somehow, | was standing here dumbly, my hand still stretched in front of me. 


And two feet away, where my best friend had been kneeling puking in the snow, there was something 


impossible. 
A wolf. 


And it was growling at me. 


Aftermath 
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"Janne. Janne please let me in!!!" | cried, banging my fist on the door for the fifth time. My stomach was 
churning, and | felt like | was going to puke again just thinking about what had happened tonight..what had 
happened to me. Janne had practically bolted back inside, and now | was stuck out here again, no clothes, 
freezing air the only thing keeping me company. | was so scared. My whole body felt like it was on fucking acid, 
and this was the worst trip ever. 


"Pleeeaasel" | sobbed, resting my forehead against the wood of the door, begging internally that he would open 
it. | just wanted to be warm, to be inside, to be safe. Not that him opening the door could make me safe. No. | 
could never be safe. | was the danger in the first place. | had no idea what was happening to me, but these 


mental trips seemed to freak Janne out just as much as they did me. 


"Alexi?" | heard a muffled voice from the other side of the door. | urgently scrambled for the doorknob, 
yanking it unsuccessfully. 


"Janne l'm cold please." for once in my life | needed Janne for something, and he couldn't even do that. Couldn't 
fucking open the door for me. | felt the familiar rage welling in my core. | pushed it back down as best | could. | 
couldn't break again Change. Whatever the fuck was happening to me. 


"Janne we can go to the hospital please, just drive me, open up, so-omething." Fresh tears clouded my eyes. If 
we went to the hospital | knew | wouldn't be coming back for a long time. But | was willing to do anything. 


The door opened a crack | threw all of my weight against it, attempting to open it enough to make it back 


inside. To no avail. 
"Are you..going to be okay?" Janne asked cautiously. 


"How the FUCK should | knowl?" | yelled back, sticking my fingers through the crack. "Don't smash my fingers 
Janne. | won't be able to play anymore, the band will be over. Don't you dare shut the door again" | tried to 
keep my voice from betraying my panicky desperation The door opened the rest of the way, and | fell inside 


gracelessly. 


"Thank you." | sighed, hugging myself before remembering | was still naked and bolting upright, trying to cover 
up. 


"Where are your clothes?" Janne asked, legitimately confused. 

"| don't know. | would say there are more fucking pertinent issues here than my clothes, wouldn't youl?" | 
hissed, walking upstairs to my room. | threw on a t-shirt and pants, not even bothering with underwear. Janne 
had followed me and was now standing two feet behind me. | turned and glared, and he seemed to realize his 
mistake. 

"Don't. Come. In. Here." It was happening again. | blinked furiously. No, no no no no! When | regained my focus 
Janne was a good way out the door, staring at me with terror in his eyes. "I'm s..'m sorry. Just. don't know 
why that happens. Just better if you don't come in" 

Apparently playing things off didn't fly so well when you were completely fucking mental. 

| walked back out to the hallway, looking at my feet. 


"What happened to you?" Janne asked seriously. 


"What do you mean? I'm nuts. You can tell" | was defeated. No point in denying anything. | was 100% off the 
deep end. 


"| mean..you're not crazy, per se.." Janne muttered. 

"What do you mean I'm not crazy!?" 

"| would be freaked out, too, dude. Just calm down" He put a hand on my upper arm. My teeth snapped shut 
with a harsh click, causing him to draw back quickly. "You are burning up. Are you sick or is this just a side 
effect of you turning into a fucking wolf" 


| stood there, looking at him, completely silent. What did he just say? 


"Shit. Shit shit shit” | wasn't crazy. And for one of the only times in the past three weeks, | really wished | 


were. 
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| was sitting back in the bathtub, taking my time and actually getting clean. There was a lot of dirt under my 
nails. Hell, there was dirt all over me. Unsurprising since l'd spent a good chunk of the night roaming around 


the woods next to the road. 


| could sense that Janne was hovering pretty close to the bathroom door. Instead of this being annoying, | felt 
mildly comforted. | didn't want to be alone, and | was worried what would happen if | was. Janne was really the 


only thing connecting me to a world that wasn't turned upside down. 


Eventually the time came when | had to get out. | was risking becoming permanently pruned if | sat in the bath 
any longer. | examined my fingers. They looked exactly the same as normal. No claws. Just pale flesh stretched 


over bone. Human. 


When | stood | looked into the mirror, scrutinizing every inch of my body. Nothing was different. Maybe I'd lost 
a little weight, which seemed impossible since | ate all the fucking time. Even my eyes looked exactly the same, 
and they stared back at me with the same apprehension which brewed in my stomach. Being normal should be 


a good thing. But it's really not when an hour ago | was something else altogether. 


With the towel wrapped around my waist | cracked the bathroom door and squinted into the dark of the 
hallway. It was pitch black, but somehow | could make out the silhouette of Janne sitting against the wall, 
slumping as if asleep. 


"Janne?" | whispered, not expecting a response. To my surprise, he immediately turned his head to look at me. 
"Are you feeling alright?" He said back in an equally hushed voice. It seemed like a pretty damn stupid question 
Was | feeling alright? Hell no! But | could tell how he meant it. More like: Are you going to turn into a 
carnivorous beast anytime soon? 

"| don't know Janne, does it look like | have a good handle on what the fuck is going onl?" | didn't know why we 
were still whispering, but as if to illustrate my point | felt a wave of tingling heat run over my arms. A 
decidedly cooler hand grasped my shoulder, thankfully ending the terrifying sensation | blinked up at Jane's 


face, which was now much closer. 


"Your eyes dilate really wide. Right before you..well you know. It's been happening for awhile now." He said 


slowly, staring into my eyes with unsettling scrutiny. | glanced down. 
"Oh." 
"So you're telling me you can't tell? You can't control anything?" Janne prodded further. 


‘No..| mean | can feel something. But | can't control it. It just happens." My voice sounds wimpier than | felt, 


which was really saying something. 

"The rest of the guys got home while you were in the bathroom." 

"Don't tell them ANYTHING." 

Janne drew back, surprised at my outburst. "O-okay. | won't" 

"Good" | pulled my knees to my chest. "I'm sure this is just.." | didn't even know what to say. Temporary? 


Doubt it. Its not as if | had read many books on people spontaneously turning into wolves. If I'd ever even seen 


one, no doubt | wrote it off as completely insane. 


"Janne?" | muttered quietly again. 
"Yeah?" | wondered how he was even able to sit here, like we were discussing something remotely normal. 
"| don't want to sleep alone." | hid my embarrassment by bringing my hand up to run through my hair. 


"You want to sleep in my room?" He sounded unsure. Could | blame him? What would | reply if someone who 


had just morphed into an animal likely kill me asked for some nighttime company? | knew the answer. Heeelllll no. 


He sighed and slumped further into the wall. "I guess.. maybe that's a good idea" Without another word he 
stood up and walked to his room. | followed 


"You have to sleep on the floor." Janne stated as soon as | entered the room. He tossed a few blankets over 


the side of his bed and an extra pillow. "What if you turn back." He straightened then, looking at me seriously. 
"|. don't know." | studied the grain of the wood floor. 


"Well, if you do, hopefully you have some semblance of yourself. Don't fucking kill me." He reached into the 
bedside table and pulled out a knife, which he placed under his pillow so that | could see. 


| swallowed loudly. "Good night” Never had a common phrase sounded so lame and inconsequential. 

"Night" 

| made a nest of the blankets and resigned myself to the floor. | hadn't been lying. | was way too terrified of 
this whole night to sleep alone. Somehow it seemed if | were with someone else | would be less likely to freak 
out. Change. Whatever. | was amazed that Janne was actually alright enough to be speaking to me. To let me 


anywhere near him! 


The lights went out, and | spent the rest of the night in silence, not even bothering to close my eyes. 


Angels Don't Howl 
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Eventually | must've managed to nod off, but it wasn't until early morning sunlight was visible through the 
curtains. The rest of the night | was staring at the wall, hands fisted in my blankets, terrified that whatever 
was happening to me was going to happen again. | was on high alert for that..tingly heat, which started at my 
throat and emanated outward to every fingertip until they weren't "fingers" at all anymore. | couldn't possibly 
explain the feeling of turning into a fucking animal. Nope, no way. | was crazy. | wanted to be crazy at this 
point, because even being in a padded room in the psych ward would make more sense than being a human- 


wolf mutant hybrid. 


| was dozing dreamlessly when | heard Janne sit up and get out of bed. | cringed inwardly, imagining what he 
must be thinking. | couldn't bring myself to open my eyes or move an inch. | didn't want to face him. | heard 
his footsteps coming around the bed, halting at the door. | assumed he must be staring at me. He stayed 
there for what felt like ages before he finally moved again. This time away from the door to plop down at his 
desk. Whether it was all the stress of the night before or something else, my limbs and eyelids were heavy. 


Didn't take long for me to fall back out of consciousness, back into darkness. 


The next time | woke up, it was slowly. | stayed half-asleep half-awake for a long time, listening vaguely to the 
activity in the rest of the house. Muffled voices, they sounded happy. Why wouldn't they? Everything was stil 
normal for them. For Henkka and Jaska, at least, it was just another day. Another chance to go out, get 
wasted, make music, fuck chicks. Another day to pal around with best friends and bandmates. Amazing how one 
night could make me feel a mile away. Nothing would ever be the same. | could feel it deep in my gut, almost 
comparable to the black pit of depression that used to follow me everywhere | went: nothing would ever be 
the same. | was a freak. 


The thing that eventually made me get out of bed was curiosity, which apparently kills cats but has litle 
effect on werewolves. Fuck Werewolf. | mean, can you believe this shit? What kind of luck, Laiho? | had to look 
in the mirror, to know if | looked like me, or if last night had changed even more than just my psychological 
life. What if it were permanent? What if | was stuck in some halfway between wolf and me? But the mirror 
showed just me. Not even a mark on my skin, which had surely been scratched to hell by brambles, branches, 
and my own, desperate fingernails. The pieces were starting to fall into place. That night, with the car and the 
dog and the bite, I'd convinced myself it was a dream, a hallucination! The fact that my arm had been okay the 
next day was proof of its irreality, but now | thought differently. Seemed like super-healing was a "perk" of 
turning into a creature of the night. 


Amazingly, | looked better than normal. The dark circles | was expecting weren't there. My hair wasn't even a 
rat's nest, but hung straight down past my shoulders, as if I'd brushed it. My eyes were the same old light- 

gray-bordering-on-blue, and-l pulled off the shirt-nothing amiss there either. Come to think of it, | felt fine. | 
felt refreshed from sleeping god knows how long, and | wasn't achy, which was odd considering the borderline- 
frostbite | experienced the night before after being locked out of my own home after turning into. Shit. | had 

to stop thinking about this! Some tiny corner of my mind was hoping it was a repeat of the car crash. Maybe 
I'd walk out of the room and Janne would be in the kitchen, laughing with Jaska and Henkka. Maybe I'd sit down 
with them, and last night didn't happen anywhere but in my head. 


No cigar. 


The bedroom door opened, and | scrambled to get my shirt back on, somehow embarrassed at the thought of 
anyone seeing my skin despite (like any respectable Finn) being half-naked all year around. The tentative creak 
of the bathroom door opening told me all | needed to know. | hadn't been dreaming. 


Janne's head poked through with vestiges of a wince written on its features. Relief erased that after he looked 
me up and down and decided he didn't need to fear for his life at this exact moment. 


"Are you...” He didn't even finish the question. He must've realized halfway in how lame it sounded to ask if 
someone who turned into a dog last night if they were okay. 


"I was hoping I'd been hallucinating. Guess not" My attempt at humor fell a bit flat, but it seemed to appease 
the keyboardist enough that he opened the door the rest of the way and went to sit back at his desk 


"When you're ready, we'll talk." After a brief pause, he thought better of it. "I mean like, right now." Damn. 


| sulked over like a child being forced to eat his vegetables. | noted with a bit of pleasantness that my 
emotions seemed to be a bit less volatile than the past few weeks, which was nice. It was nice not to feel like | 


was 5 seconds away from ripping someone's head off..literally. 


"| did some research." Janne started, swallowing too loud and eyeing me nervously. Leave it to Janne to do 
fucking research. | supposed | should be thankful that | had someone smart enough to do it, since | sure as hell 
wouldn't have. | didn't speak, anyway. 


"Well. mean its hard to tell what's shit and what might be legit since. Well you know this isn't really supposed 
to be a thing. Werewolves and stuff. | mean, you don't mind if | say that right? Werewolf?" He was babbling. 
Guy must've been even more terrified than | thought. | just sat there glumly. After realizing he wasn't going 
to get a response, he continued. "Last night was a full moon. | don't know if you only ‘change’ on a full moon, or 
if you only HAVE to change on a full moon | just know that full moons might have some significance. That 
night, when you had all that blood on you. You need to tell me what happened. That was when things started 
getting weird." 


Guess | wasn't going to get out of talking this time. "I uh.." My voice sounded like | hadn't talked in about IO 
years. "ahem..well | was driving home, drunk, as usual. | was being really careful and shit, you know, driving 
slow and looking around. No one was out at that time, anyway. Then | hit something..or at least | thought | did 
because | heard a thump. | stopped and got out, | was so scared that I'd hit a person or something. But when | 
looked around | didn't see anything. | found a dog, or a wolf. | thought it was hurt so | went over, but it got up 
and fucking attacked me, gored my arm, blood everywhere. You know, | was freaking out because | need my 
hands, then it just ran away. | didn't know how bad it was, | just got back in the car and drove home. | don't 
remember much after that, except when | woke up the next day my arm was fine and you were asking who I'd 
punched. | figured I'd hallucinated the whole thing." That was probably the most words I'd strung together since 
the accident, to be honest. 


"So you got bit. By what | will now assume to be another werewolf" As those words sank in we must've both 
had looks of total disbelief on our faces. This isn't a conversation we should ever in a million years be having. 


"And now you're..one too." 
"| guess. | felt weird. Knew something was wrong. But this is just." 


"| would say we need to go to the hospital, but | don't know what they'd do. Probably nothing helpful or good" 


Janne mumbled, rubbing his face. 


"Yeah, | don't want to end up in some government lab. You know how the stories always go." Yeah, stories. This 


wasn't supposed to be my fucking life. 


"We're going to have to do something. At the very least figure this shit out. We need to know exactly what 
this means, how often it happens, if you can control it, what you need in between, if it's permanent, if there's 
others, if there's any triggers, behaviors, and all that. All that and more. Because if we don't, | don't see how 
this is going to work." When he put it like that it sounded even worse, even more daunting. | had no idea how to 
find that stuff out, if it was even possible to find out. | had no idea if there were others aside from the 
THING that bit me, and truth be told | wasn't exactly jumping out of my seat to find that thing again! I'd be 
quite happy to never meet another rabid wolf-man-hybrid again, thank you very fucking much. 


"Do you feel different? Worse? Better? Are you going to turn again?" Janne rapid fired more questions. 

"I feel better. Like, better in every way. | feel the most like me that | have since getting bit on the road. And 
how the fuck would | know? | can't control it. As of now, | don't feel like | am, but hey, who knows, maybe if | 
walk out of this fucking room I'll go maul Jas." | sighed and flopped back on Janne's bed. It wasn't like | could 
stay in here forever, but | couldn't exactly leave either. | was a risk to everyone who came around me. 
"Maybe you won't turn again until there's another full moon" Janne said hopefully. 


"Maybe." 
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Eventually Janne convinced me to get out of the bedroom, lest the other guys start wondering if something 
was wrong. Not that | hadn't been hiding out in my room for the past few weeks anyway, but now that there 
was a big secret to keep, | should put my best foot forward, right? Project normalcy, project normalcy! 


| was in the habit of feeling starving all the time, so the first thing | did was start rummaging in the fridge 
for chicken Then | realized that not only did | not feel starved, but raw chicken didn't sound good. This 
realization gave me the first real feeling of positivity that | had today. | closed the fridge and pulled out bread 
and peanut butter to make a sandwich. Hell, better enjoy eating "people food" while | can | got some Oreos and 


a beer to wash it all down. | hadn't touched alcohol since the bar. 
By the time anyone else noticed | was downstairs | was halfway through the sandwich and on my second beer. 


"Hey, Allu.” Henkka said casually, as if | hadn't spent a fortnight in solitude, save for the times | was punching 


Janne in the face and screaming at everyone. 
"Hey." | said with my mouth full. 


"Got a call from the manager while you were asleep. We're scheduling some festivals for the summer. First 
one's in a month or something. Just thought Id let you know so you could sharpen up. Your guitars are 


growing mold, over there." He chuckled, pouring a drink of water from the faucet. 


"Eheh, yeah. I'll have to start practicing more." yikes. | wondered if I'd be able to do live shows without killing 


everyone in attendance. 


When Janne walked in he looked visibly surprised and pleased to see that | was partaking of normal dining. When 


Henkka went back to his room, though, he sat down across from me. 
"Are you sure drinking is a good idea? Self-control and all that.” 


‘Its just two beers, Janne. I'd have to drink five more to get a buzz" Looks like annoying Janne is back for a 
bit. Whatever. | wasn't going to let his parental instinct ruin my mojo. He seemed to sense that and backed off. 
| ended up retreating back to my own room and picking up my guitar, brushing off the dust that had gathered. 
| picked a few songs by myself before carrying it to the rehearsal room and plugging in. | was pleased when a 


few of the guys joined in. Jamming. 
Just like old times... 


Please 
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Feeling normal lasted for about a week. And get this: | was actually stupid enough to think that maybe, just 
MAYBE, my hardships were over. Maybe this whole wolf thing was a one-time occurrence. Maybe, like the 
chickenpox, turning into a wolf once made me immune forever! | could just go back to my life, practice guitar, 


smoke a few packs a day, never look too closely at another dog again.. 


Yeah, | was back to my lazy old self. No inexplicable rage, no raw meat cravings, no exercising. Everyone 
seemed relieved, but especially me and Janne. Probably since we were the only two who really knew what was 
going on. Jaska and Henkka seemed to take it as another rise-and-abatement of my self-destructive behavior. 


Jaska in particular was making an effort to spend more “quality time" with me. 


Jaska had always been there when | was younger. He usually didn't talk about it explicitly, even when it was 
happening. But | could feel his eyes on my sliced up arms, and | could all but feel his disappointment when | got 
drunk and started hitting myself in the head with drum sticks. | knew he knew about my suicide attempts. And 
now he probably thought | was regressing. 


In a way | was. But this time it was out of my control. This time, "wildchild’ Laiho was taking it to a whole 
‘nother motherfuckin level. But anyway, back to my delusion. TEMPORARY delusion, as luck would have it. And 


boy, did luck always have it in for me. 


JOB I 

"Hey Henkka," | chirped-as much as | was even capable of chirping, anyway-as | entered the living room. | just 
planned on kicking back for a bit. Watching a movie. Jaska had mentioned it yesterday, and apparently he had 
gone to the store to rent something, protesting against Janne and my calls for a [00th showing of The Big 
Lebowski. Whatever, dude. 

"We're going to Tavastia, tonight. Are you coming?" Henkka asked. 


| thought Jaska went out to get a movie...” 


"Dude, it's like 5. Watch the movie then come. You haven't been out in forever, people are asking about you." 
Henkka didn't wait for my response before burying his nose back in whatever historical book he was reading 
this time. It had been awhile since I'd gone out. Could be fun, especially if the rest of the guys were going. 
Maybe | could pick up a chick! 


| meandered into the kitchen after a bit, hoping to see Janne | guess. Not that Henkka wasn't interesting, but.. 
well okay he wasn't interesting while he was reading Metaphysics of War. The second | entered the room | was 
hit smack in the face with a smell that turned my stomach. And | knew right then, that that rancid, bitter, 


putrid smell was going to make me vomit. Christ. 


| barely made it to the bathroom before emptying my stomach. | didn't even have time to get my hair out of 
the way, and | considered myself to be a self-made puking expert! When | managed to get my face out of the 
toilet, Janne was standing at the door staring at me. As | said, | had almost forgot about the whole wolf thing, 
so | convinced myself that he was looking at me like that because | had stomach acid coating the ends of my 


hair. 


"What the fuck are you doing in the kitchen, man?" | muttered, rinsing my mouth out in the sink. "Smells like 
shit." 


"Cooking sausage and peppers.” Janne didn't move any closer to enter the bathroom, but he didn't really need 
to for me to sense the air of..disappointment. 


"Sausage and peppers." | repeated dumbly. And only then did | start to realize that IT was starting again. That | 
wasn't home-free, immune, or any of the other nonsense I'd been telling myself. Nope. Here | was, back in the 
bathroom, puking my guts out. Because | was still a diseased freak. Janne just turned around and went back to 
the kitchen | shut the bathroom door and slumped down onto the floor. Then | puked a little more. 


Why. Why why why WHY was this happening to me? My mind was a continuous chant of questions, self-pity, 
and horror. | couldn't let this go on. | had to find a way to make it stop again. | couldn't live like this, couldn't 
survive. | could barely survive as a human being, for christs sake. And before | knew it | was crying again, 
which was embarrassing as fuck, but also par for the course. If | was going to be puking again, why wouldn't | 


expect more haywire emotions? 
Someone knocked on the door. | didn't move. 


"Allu. Open the door." Janne's muffled voice came through, finally spurring me to action. | did my best to wipe 


off my face, not that it would really do much to cover the streaked eyeliner and vomit around my mouth. 
When | opened the door, he was holding a plate and thrust it into my hands. 
"Henkka didn't hear anything. So eat this, and I'll clean up the kitchen" He closed the door again, leaving me alone 


with a plate of raw sausage. And this didn't smell bad at all. And as bad as it was that | was considering eating 


raw meat again, somehow the fact that Janne had been the one to give it to me made it less shameful. Made 


it seem less like a choice and more like fulfilling a chore. 


| don't know much about wolf taste-buds, but the sausage was pretty good compared to all the raw chicken I'd 
been eating. | finished the plate easily. And it made me feel better. Good enough to leave the bathroom, 


anyway. 


When | made it back into the kitchen, | could still smell Janne's food, but it wasn't overwhelming, and it didn't 


smell nearly as bad as before. | slumped down at the table across from him. 
"Thanks." | muttered, pulling my hood up over my head and shrinking back into it. Yeah. | felt better already. 
"Feel better?" He asked as if he were asking about the weather and not-well, you know. 


"Yeah." | reached out and took a drink of his beer. | didn’t really think about it until after I'd done it, and | 
wondered if he would still drink out of it. Maybe he didn't want to swap spit with a werewolf. What if it was 


contagious? 


"So. It wasn't a one time thing. But like | said before, we'll just have to try to figure some stuff out and deal 
with it. That includes you." The way he said it was almost accusatory. Couldn't exactly blame him, since | hadn't 


done any research of my own since changing back into a human, 


‘Mhmmm." | didn't really want to talk. Especially not with Henkka in the next room. But | did have one question 
"Aren't you afraid?" 


Janne choked out a laugh. "Hell yes. But | figure we have some time. And your eyes aren't doing that thing 
right now. So just try to relax and not get too stressed. For all we know, you won't change again until the next 
full moon" 


He took the beer and finished it off, staring me down as he did it. 


You'd never guess what movie Jaska came back with. Leave it to the drummer boy to somehow pick the worst 


movie ever without even trying to! | was going to get to spend the next few hours watching a werewolf 


horror flick with the guys. Oh joy. Have | MENTIONED MY BAD LUCK BEFORE? Did this count as research? 


| mostly just tried to focus on the wall behind the screen, my phone, everyone's faces. | got this weird 
paranoia as the film picked up that somehow they were going to figure out that the similarities between my 
behavior and the people in the film were too similar. | knew it was ludicrous, but kinda like when you're on 
weed: | just thought they were going to find out. And then when the blood started pouring and the bones 
started crunching. Well, | thought | was going to have to make another bathroom trip. Not because it grossed 
me out so much as it scared me. | could do that. 


It couldn't possibly end soon enough, and by the time it did | was so stressed out that my nails had cut little 


crescents into my arms. Janne's words echoed around my head. "relax..don't get too stressed” Yeah, fat 


chance of that at this point. | needed a drink. Or twelve. | practically leapt out of my spot and stalked towards 


my room, ignoring Janne's pathetic voice asking me if | was okay. 


| tossed off my clothes and changed into something more appropriate for going out. Black sleeveless shirt 
tucked into black pants, belt, bracelets, eyeliner, necklace. | smoothed my hair back and behind my ears, opting 
not to tuck it into a hat. That was one thing, at least, that wasn't suffering since my Great Transformation. | 
pulled my favorite boots on, checked everything one more time in the mirror. | almost laughed at the amount 
of time | could put into my appearance and never be happy with it. | wished | hadn't laughed at all, because the 
light caught my canines the wrong way.! shut my mouth quickly and scowled at myself instead. That was 
better. Everyone else was ready to go soon after. 


| rarely felt more in my element than in the darkness of a bar in Finland. Everything was quite simple there: 
drink, laugh, fuck around, repeat. Drink, drink, drink. | liked the slithering of bodies moving around, cutting 
through the heavy air of hedonism. | liked the remnants of coke in the bathroom, the smell of sweat, booze 
and sex. | liked the gaudy girls in their overdone makeup, stoned and begging for attention. It felt so disgusting 
that | naturally internalized it. It felt like ME. 


I'd lost track of the beers..and the shots. | wasn't even sure what was in my cup at this point, but | had a 
cute brunette practically in my lap and | was too pleased to give a shit. | could hear the collective roar of 
chatting as well as the hoots of overexcited drunk Finns that rose above ambient volume. Loud metal music. 


Fuck yes, man, 


"What do you do?" The girl practically screamed into my ear. | hadn't heard her the first 3 times. This time | 
did, but | was too distracted to actually answer. It seemed like every smell was heightened way past normal. 
Her perfume was overwhelming. But so, too, was the smell of her skin. | stuck my nose back in my drink to 
block it out. She just kept laughing and hanging on me. She had a nice ass, so what did | care what perfume she 


used? 


Then before | knew it we were kissing. Her lips were just like every other groupie's, soft and overeager. But 

hey, that's how | liked it, right? Yes, you like it, Laiho. You like kissing this girl in your lap. | was either going to 
choke to death or vomit, and | wasn't keen on doing either with someone else's tongue down my throat. | pulled 
away and tried to play it off by gulping more from my cup. Her mouth tasted bad, she smelled bad. This whole 


place smelled bad, and the sounds were too loud. 


She tried to pull me back in for more, but | wasn't having it right now. | could tell something was wrong. My 
brain was a little too compromised to put two and two together just yet, but | knew it was wrong. She started 
kissing on my neck, which was the final straw. | all but shoved her off of me, clawing at my neck where she'd 
been leaving sloppy lipstick marks. The idea of her touching there was all of a sudden the most offensive thing 
I'd ever fucking thought of. Absolutely disgusting. 


"What the fuck is wrong with you?" The girl shouted, clearly as pissed as | was. Why was she so loud now? | 
just waved her away and tried to ignore. | was sweating..a lot. For a brief moment the feeling of having to puke 


came back, bringing another layer of sweat to the surface of my skin. The feeling abated quickly, but the 


over-exaggerated sights, smells, and sounds didn't. And then all of a sudden | felt it. And | knew exactly what 


was wrong, and it wasn't fucking good. 


My legs were too shaky to stand properly, so | found myself clinging to the edge of a table, shivering like it 
was below freezing, sweating like | was in a desert, vision pulsing like | was on acid, and everything in this place 
caving down on me all at once, begging me to turn. | should've been turning. Something was wrong, but at least 


| wasn't a wolf yet. 


It wasn't exactly pain, more like | could feel distinct waves of TRYING to turn shuddering through my body and 
failing. | didn't know why it wasn't working, but | was grateful. Unfortunately, | was still left with the problem 
of collapsing repeatedly as | tried to make my way to the door, feeling like | was dying. | couldn't really see 
anything at that point. Just shapes. Annoying shapes, shapes that were in my damn way. | heard someone say 
my name, but the voice wasn't recognizable and | wasn't in a state to answer. | don't know how far from the 


door | was when | collapsed completely. 
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| had been watching him, making sure. Honestly, he'd seemed fine all week. | had my reservations, especially 
about involving alcohol since he was already so unstable, but | knew if | said anything I'd just be setting myself 


up for more of Alexi's rage. Besides, | wasn't a werewolf expert. | was just the best friend of one. 


I'd been watching him all week. Ever since that horrible night that started off with me thinking he was going to 
die of hypothermia and then progressed to finding out that Alexi Laiho, guitarist extraordinaire, was a creature 
that should only exist in superstition Was | scared? | can honestly say I'd never been more scared in my life. 


And on top of that, when it was all over, | had no idea what to do. It was all so surreal. 


| knew we'd both been hoping it would go away for good, and it seemed like it had before | found him puking his 
guts out in the bathroom. | should've said something about him coming to the club. Even if it meant taking a 
punch to the face. Because now, across the room, | could see what a giant mistake this had been. Alexi Laiho, 


guitarist extraordinaire, was all but crawling on the floor in a club in the middle of Helsinki. 


It took too long for me to make my way over, pushing past stubborn and drunk bodies. When | finally made it, 
he looked passed out completely. | was almost glad at that, since | was pretty sure he wouldn't morph into a 
vicious animal while asleep. | struggled to hoist his upper half in my arms and drag him further towards the 
door. One plus side of being in a club like this was that no one was really looking twice at me dragging an 


unconscious guy outside. 
He started to wake up, struggling briefly then going limp again 


"Alexi?" | yelled. It would be great if he could help me out a bit by using his own legs. Fucker might be short, 
but he wasn't that easy to carry as deadweight. 


He looked around, eyes glassy and unfocused, but he did seem to start trying to move towards the door again, 


which was a relief. We managed to make it outside, finally. | laid him back on the sidewalk and just kinda stared, 
waiting for him to wake up again. | wasn't fit to drive like this, and clearly neither was he. But | wasn't about 


to call a taxi until | was sure we could make it home without Alexi killing us. 
His eyes started flickering again, rolled back into his head. 
"ALEXI" | tried again. He showed the most response I'd gotten so far, rolling onto his side and curling up. 


"s cold" | heard him mumble. | noticed that he was shaking really bad, despite being drenched in sweat. The 
roots of his hair were plastered to his scalp, and his eyeliner was bleeding in a rather unflattering manner 


down into his eye sockets. 


"You're cold?" | asked dumbly, knowing he was in no state to describe further. He just curled into a tighter ball 
and grasped his legs, hands fisting tightly. 


"J-jan.." He recognized me, at least. That was good, right? He tried to reach out and grab my pant leg. "Janne 
help." He whimpered, and | could see his eyes. His pupils were dilated out quickly, but they returned to normal. 
It happened a few more times, and each time his body seemed to clench tighter in on itself. | could tell he was 


in some pretty serious discomfort. 
"Alexi. Listen, okay. Can you tell me what's wrong? What do you want me to do?" Pathetic, | know. 


"Janne, Janne, Janne" he was chanting my name, writhing around grotesquely on the sidewalk outside of 


Tavastia. 


"Hey, it..itll be fine." | bent down and awkwardly gripped his arm. This seemed to quiet him momentarily, before 
his body shook with another set of convulsions. He whimpered again, and | could see small puddles of drool, 
sweat, and tears forming on the ground beneath his head. The people exiting the club gawked dubiously. We 
really needed to get the hell out of here. 


"Can you walk?" | asked, trying to grip under his arms and pull him up to stand. 

"Nnn-" Alexi slumped back to the ground unceremoniously. Great. Fucking great. 

Okay. Plan B. | was going to have to try to carry him. | bent down again, encouraging him to grip onto at least 
some part of my body as | slipped an arm under his knees. | managed somehow to get him off the ground 
bridal style. | could feel the heat radiating off of him. It must've been something like a very intense fever. No 
wonder he was incoherent. | staggered a few steps at a time, making my way towards a less busy alley. 
Anywhere people wouldn't see this. 


"Janne, please" Alexi murmured, eyes closed. 


"Please what?" | tried to keep the anger out of my voice but it wasn't easy. Then again, the last thing | wanted 


to do was inspire him to take out some frustration on me. 


"hurts, please-" Alexi continued through chattering teeth, eyes blinking every so often to display the internal 
war going on in his highly intoxicated, idiotic body. | didn't know what the fuck he expected me to do about it. 


His hands were clenched in my shirt, now, one on my sleeve the other near his face at my chest. 

| actually dropped him after one especially violent "episode." | wasn't even convinced he would've noticed if he 
didn't start trying to crawl back towards me, yanking on my pants as if to pull himself back up. By the time | 
got into a seemingly abandoned alley, my arms and legs felt like jell-o. | set him down and sat down myself, 
against the brick building, wondering how long this would last. 

Alexi had a hopeful few moments of clarity soon after that. 

"Fuck, dude." He said, sounding more like himself. 

“Alexi, what the hell's going on" 

"| don't know, it just.." he winced. Ah crap, please don't go back into spasms. "Oh god." 

He ended up back in my lap, somehow, hands wrapped up again in my shirt, face pressed against my stomach 
like he was trying to smother himself. The shivering had subsided in frequency, though it was definitely stil 


present, and if anything it seemed more violent now. The whimpers with each wave had turned into yelps. | felt 


bad for him, | really did. Just | also felt bad for me. 
"Janne, please!" He was back to incoherent begging. 
"There's nothing | can do, Allu" | tried patting his head like a child 


‘Mmmmm please Janne please.” | just shut up and bore it. | definitely wasn't thinking about the tone of his 
voice. | definitely wasn't thinking about that..raspy begging way he was saying my name, since it would be 
Totally inappropriate given the circumstances. But it's hard not to let your mind stray when someone's clawing 


around in your lap all but mauling you, crying your name like some damsel in distress. 

"Please what?" | bit out sharply. No response. Big surprise. 

He started to sit up more, dragging his face up my shirt to rest chin on my shoulder, slumped against me like 
a ragdoll. | felt his mouth on me, teeth scraping against the fabric of my shirt. | tensed, thinking he was 
about to bite me, and pulled him away sharply. He dissolved back into a crying mess, eyes completely black, 
then back to blue again. When | let him relax back against me, his hot breath on my neck turned into licking. 
"What the hell?" 


"Pleassssse" he slurred, and | didn't know what he wanted any more than before, but | sure didn't want him 


licking me. So | forced him back down onto the ground This made him struggle harder. 

"Alexi, no. Stop." | tried to calm him down, but he just kept clutching at me, trying to pull me down or pull 
himself up. Then he got ahold of my hair, intentionally or not. | was distracted with trying to free myself from 
that painful grip when he was back at my throat, practically licking my chin, begging. "Alexi, stop!” 

This seemed to momentarily get through, though only momentarily. 

"Please Janne make it stop..." 

| don't know how. 

"Please, Janne, please." He sounded pitiful. 

| don't know what you want, Alexi. You're a monster. 

"Please." 

Please stop begging, Alexi. It was painful to listen to. 

"You're hurting me" 

| could say the same to you. 

"Let me.." Again he was at eye level, grey-blues shining in the streetlamp, sweat covering every inch of him, 
not an ounce of self-awareness on his entire expression, which was stuck between pain and oblivion. One more 
flare of those eyes, one more cry of pain, clinging to me like | was the last person on earth, nuzzling into my 
chest, my neck. 


| don't know what you want. 


| kissed him. 


